KABLOOXA
breathless before him. He was the bearer of astounding news
and proud to be bringing it. But he did not speak. It is ill-
bred to be in haste, and it is ill-bred also to attack any subject
directly. So, shaking the snow from his clothes, he had taken
a mug of tea from the unsuspecting priest and had drunk it in
silence. Then, having cut himself a slice of fish, he had eaten,
and smoked a cigarette. Time passed, and Father Henry went
about his household tasks.
Eventually Father Henry asked him a question.
*Kis-si-wi?'  (Are you alone?)
:   (No.)
?9   (Who is it?)
4Oo-shu-tik-sak,' said the Eskimo, giving Shongili's true name
and refraining from mentioning me.
'Sug-mai?*   (How does that happen?)
The Eskimo looked at Father Henry and smiled. Now he
was heavy with his news, electrically charged, bursting to speak,
proud of his mission of annunciation. And yet he was silent
again for a time. Finally he exploded:
'Kabloona-ralu!*
Father Henry stopped short and turned round with a start.
6 What is the name?'
'Ma-i-ke.'
All this meant nothing to Father Henry, for he knew nothing
about me, not even this nickname by which I was known among
the Eskimos. (Of themselves, the Eskimos might have called
me 'He of the Long Ears' or something equally flattering.) He
hunted round in his mind. Who could it be?
eWhat does he do?'
*Nu-nong-juar-le~rie? (He draws the image of the earth.) The
Eskimos had seen me sketching.
'Is it Learmonth?'
'That is not his name.'
'Is it a policeman?'
'I believe not. He went into the igloos. He saw the Gross.
He "follows" as we do.'
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